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Brant Day

Danny
Tory Anderson

SHE SET THE LETTER DOWN ON THE DESK

and forgetting about it, smiled again. She raised
the pansy to her nose and took in a deep breath.
She then held the pansy up to Jonathan.
"Mary, pansies don't smell." The words
tumbled out of him like a recording. He had
told her this countless times, but that was before
the accident.
"They smell like Danny" was her reply. He
never could tell if she was teasing him or if she
really did smell Danny in pansies. She smiled
at him as he sniffed. He didn't smell anything.
"I hope Danny doesn't mind that I've picked
one of his pansies," she said. "He's always so
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protective of his flowers, and he's only four." She stroked the
petals with her finger.
"Have you seen him?" she asked.
"Seen him?"
"Danny, you silly. You're being so difficult today."
"No, no. I haven't seen him recently." His reply sounded
to him like a bad joke.
"Oh," she said. She lifted the pansy up to her nose again.
Jonathan fought an urge to grab the pansy away from her.
What was it that Dr. Loren had said to do in this situation?
He couldn't remember.
"It seems like we were supposed to go somewhere. Funny
I can't remember." She went over to the window and stared out.
The brightness of the sunlight on her gown was too much and
he had to look to the side of her.
"Go somewhere?" Jonathan said.
Mary turned and walked to the center of the room and then
stopped. Sunlight came through her nightgown and revealed the
silhouette of her body. Jonathan stared at her and felt pity rise
in his throat. The thought of taking her to the hospital and
letting Dr. Loren talk to her repulsed him as he envisioned the
sterile doctor forcing his wife to admit her son's death. No, it
was nobody else's business.
"You're staring at me, Jonathan." Her voice startled him.
He was confused at the tone she used. Then he recognized ithis wife's tone of coyness.
"It's just that you look so beautiful today." He said each
word slowly and deliberately.
"Uh huh," she said. "That kind of talk wouldn't get a normal
man very far, but it'll get my Jonathan a long ways!" She came
over to him, placed her arms around his neck and would have
kissed him. Instead he put his head next to hers. Her hair tickled
his cheek and nose. Her breasts were heavy against his chest
and her stomach close against his groin.
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He thought of the last time he held her like this. It was soon
after he brought her home from the hospital. She responded quite
differently then. He remembered how she stood in his arms, head
bowed and stiff. There was no physical response. He felt her
recoil emotionally from him, just tolerating his closeness. He
felt like he was raping his wife. Six months of bathing her and
dressing her had passed since then, and he had touched her no
more than he had to-until today. But even now it was wrong.
"Oh, Jonathan," she said in his ear. "It's been a long time
since you held me like this."
Jonathan's body burned; his heart pounded. He knew what
he had to do, but he couldn't begin. Mary began kissing his neck.
Jonathan swallowed hard and closed his eyes.
"Mary?"
"Yes, Jonathan." Her voice was sweet.
"I love you, Mary."
" I love you too." Her kisses continued.
"Do you think Danny will come in?" she whispered between
kisses. He cringed and took in a deep breath.
"You took Danny to the park this morning." He said this
quickly, in one stroke. He felt her stiffen and he tightened his
embrace, but she pulled away from him as if repulsed by a
bad smell.
"To the park ... ?" Her question barely reached his ears.
" No, I didn't take him to the park."
"But I saw you leave. I was standing here in this window
and you both waved to me from the sidewalk." He tried to
sound convincing.
Mary smiled, "Yes, Danny saw you first and told me you
were watching us."
"You were wearing your blue jumpsuit and Danny was
wearing his orange shirt with the football helmet on it, his
brown pants and his tennis shoes. I didn't put socks on him.
"He had a pansy," Jonathan said.
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"Yes, he insisted on picking one even though we had just
planted them. He wanted to carry it with him-he was so proud
of it."
"He always was proud of his flowers," Jonathan said.
"He wouldn't quit talking this morning. He asked me where
all the cars came from and where they were going. He wanted
to know what color they were, and then of course he wanted
to know why they were that color." Mary's smile faded a little.
"I finally had to tell him to be quiet."
A dark look came into Mary's eyes and her mouth became
a hard, straight line. Jonathan stepped forward, taking both of
Mary's hands. They were cold. A wave of guilt washed over him.
"Speak to me, Mary," he said. Her bosom began to rise and
fall more quickly.
"Tell me what happened next."
She stared beyond him.
"Damn it Mary, talk to me!" He yelled into her face. He
felt his eyes fill. She jumped back and tried to bring her hands
to her face, but Jonathan held on. She started to cry. He knew
he was bruising her wrists.
"But what happened next ... ? What happened with
the pansy?"
She dropped to her knees still trying to free her arms.
"Let go, Jonathan! Damn you, let go."
Mary slowly looked up at Jonathan. The hate he saw in her
face frightened him.
Suddenly she broke one arm free of his grasp and lunged
away. He jerked her back against him. In her rage she swung
her free hand and dug her fingernails into the skin below his
right eye. Blood ran down his cheek. Jonathan fell back into the
desk and Mary crawled to the door and fled the room. She was
halfway down the stairs when Jonathan reached the top. Taking
three steps at a time, he caught her at the bottom and dragged
her to the floor.
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Mary lay on her stomach, her cheek against the shag rug
and her eyes staring into the shadows underneath the love seat.
Jonathan breathed hard as he lay on top of her; blood dripped
from his cheek onto her gown, forming red dots.
After a moment Mary spoke in a strained voice, "Jonathan?
I can't breathe."
"Oh Mary," Jonathan said and slid off to the side of her.
Mary raised up on her hands and then crossed her legs and
sat facing Jonathan. Her gown was pulled up above her knees,
showing her thighs. Her hands were shaking and she was smiling
the transparent smile of a distracted mind. Her whole face was
wet with tears and mucus from her nose was smeared over her
cheek. Her hair stuck to it. Jonathan searched his pockets for
a handkerchief. Finding none he took the excess gown piled in
her lap and wiped her face, pulling her hair off her cheek.
Mary put her shaking fingers in the narrow stream of blood.
"You hurt yourself, Jonathan." Her voice wavered. She started
getting to her knees.
"What are you doing?" he asked.
Mary took the bottom of her gown and held the material
to his face. Her face was close to his and he studied it like he
used to when he held her close in love. Her jawline and cheekbones were more defined from her loss of weight-her eyes were
a little sunken. Her breath brushed his cheek. Her eyes slowly
scanned his face, looking at his forehead, his chin, his left cheek,
then his right-she didn't see his eyes.
Her face was so close to his. Most of her had died with Danny.
"Mary?"
Her eyes met his, then moved away to his wound.
"Mary, I miss Danny too." He spoke slowly, his voice quiet.
I don't know if you remember, but I used to sit in his room
for hours and stare at his toys on the floor. Remember how he
used to beg for the toilet paper tubes so he could use them
as guns?"
11
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Mary didn't answer. She was staring at her fingers that were
still holding her blood-soaked hem to his cheek.
"I remember how his chest bent when I hugged him. He was
so delicate."
Still holding her gown to his cheek, Mary stared through
Jonathan's head into the wall behind. Jonathan's eyes filled
with tears.
"In the hospital they wouldn't let me see him ... they
wouldn't let me see. I just wanted to hold him, Mary, but they
wouldn't let me see him. They said he was too bad." Mary sat
frozen. She didn't even blink.
"Then I wanted to hold you, but you were in shock. You
left me alone."
Through his tears he didn't see what was happening to
Mary. Her hand dropped from his cheek onto her bare thigh. The
gown stuck to his face for a moment, then fell. Her eyes grew
bigger. Then her head fell back and she wailed. She stood and
ran toward the kitchen, her hands holding her shoulders.
Jonathan was slow getting to his feet. He ran into the
kitchen in time to see Mary crash into the glass sliding door.
The shattered glass scattered reflections of sunlight everywhere.
Jonathan froze and then rushed to his wife, who was lying on
her side on the wooden patio. She held both hands forward with
her fingers spread. Her eyes were squinted and her mouth was
open. She lay completely still.
Jonathan knelt down and saw a piece of glass in her mouth.
It had cut her tongue and he reached in and pulled it out. The
blood from a cut on her cheek ran back behind her ear and
disappeared in her hair. Her body was shaking. She called out
Danny's name. Jonathan slid his arm under her breast and pulled
her up against his chest. He could feel Mary's blood soaking his
shirt and pants. She cried out Danny's name over and over. He
pulled her closer.
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